Patricia's voice in my earbuds is stereophonic and the slightly lower pitch of a woman who has been smoking for decades. Dark like tinted glass, as John McCrea says. 

"I was at a party, and he was wearing a Hello! My name is... sticker that had Fugazi written on it. I thought that was clever and he told me he had made it up. Then two days later I saw it written on a cassette case you pulled out of your leather's jacket pocket that had your joints in it!"

Fugazi is a French word meaning "fake", and also the moniker of a noisy Do It Yourself work ethic espousing band, I had informed her, Tommy Tiny Penis glaring at me and sniffling, oily perspiration sheening his brow.  Like wow, man. What a fucking born loser; a phrase truly only applicable to him. The conversation ensuing would reveal that he has also been taking the credit the past twenty years for writing at least four lines directly stolen from the long, spoken introduction to the track "Chemical Imbalance" by the SkateNigs, which, if you haven't heard, you should totes stop reading this and go listen to. I will not be offended. I recommend playing a full set of air drums in sync upon the inevitable second listen. The air ride cymbal you are not hitting with a drumstick I predict will give that arm an especially fine workout. Also up on his plagiaristic docket are the Butthole Surfers, one of the best bands to ever call San Antonio a home, however briefly. Both Gibby Hanes and Paul Leary have degrees from Trinity University, the most expensive per semester college in Bexar County and surrounding area, and home to 91.7 KRTU - jazz and other not popular music! I have contributed enough monetary donations to this station's pledge drives that my torso has been adorned with their logos often. 

Patty also remembered what was inked in my friend's handwriting on the other cassette case I carried containing joints. Conehead Buddha, from upstate New York. My buddy came down from Binghamton, home of statuesque Rod Serling, and at the time a jam band-oriented scene. Phish, Grateful Dead, moe. Widespread Panic. It was a copy of their first album, the one before Rockets, that the interwebs has informed me is not available even on YouTube except for a couple of songs, neither of which were my favorites on the album. In fact, listening to the rest of their catalog I was very disappointed that no one I could find had the rest of the tracks. In my opinion it was their best one. 


"I received a message just the other day and I hate to say
I regret to tell you that I'm going away to stay
I received a message
Now I'm gonna die but don't you cry
I just want to kiss you once before I tell you goodbye..."

"Now I'm dead! Alright!
And there's no use trying to resuscitate me.
I'll be fine!
'cause at least now I'm smiliiiiinnnnn'"

- Conehead Buddha
(songs that are not on YouTube)


We should have known. There's that word "should" again. Tommy's taking credit for work not his own was not an isolated incident but an embedded, lifelong pattern. According to my fair lady love the man hasn't stopped bitching about how much fucking cooler I am than him since the day we met. Even to people who have never been to Texas nor met me nor ever will meet me I come up in his conversations. Twenty years later, give er take. Wow. I hadn't hadda thought involving him since the last time he was ineptly attempting to insult me. If my memory hadn't been inspired by Patty's voice his name and face would have disappeared forever in favor of more useful and fun data.  

Like this industrial sewing machine service manual, I could only find an online copy of in German. All forty-five plus pages of it. That was way more entertaining than the pathetic coward narcissist loser Thomas Wayne Randle has ever been, even to itself. 

As a closing to this rolled papyrus screwed tightly into a vintage, yellowing and fragile Diet Tab 3-liter bottle, I have amused myself, as I tend to do, by including many lyrics from Fugazi songs in the Gospel Of Saint Patricia. Especially three days, like the Jesus man, after yet another example of utter failure on the part of Pamela and Tommy's teamwork. A reprint of a reprint from the song "Blueprint," by Fugazi, Repeater album. 

But you can still come around. 
In fact, I invite you down. 
Maybe together
We can wipe that smile off your face.  
'cause what a diff'rence
Whata difference
A little difference could make

-Fugazi 
Blueprint